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Extended leave was granted to me while the blepharitis cleared up. I switched back to husband and father, played cricket on the Angmering sands where the rusting wreckage of the anti-tank barricade, useful only as a boundary, was a physical reminder of the tangle of regulations which surrounded our lives and seemed to throttle us.
Should we go abroad to make a new life away from this overcrowded island ? Why should the accident of birth pin us down to one tiny corner of this huge and fertile globe ? We knew that we were held, like Gulliver, by a hundred invisible strands—inertia, family, friendships, education, sentiment among them. At times I reflected on the dominant all-important part that chance plays in life. I, and all my family, had survived the war, and who among us would have dared predict that in 1939 ? The area in which we were living had been marked down by the Germans as an invasion beach-head, yet it remained almost exactly as it was in 1939. It might have been wiped out like one of the villages in the Peloponnese. Chance ? Or Providence ?
My travels in uniform were not yet over. In the late summer Mr. Stowell asked me to go to Rome.to relieve our correspondent Martin Moore. It was the same noble city; a different world, a world of diplomacy, splinter politics, black-market restaurants, beggars, schemers, cocktail parties. One incident illuminates the situation. A friend, able to supply petrol, hired a car from a little man who drove it himself, bowing my friend in and out like an ambassador. One day the little man abruptly disappeared, having been put in prison for black-market offences.
I stayed at the senior officers' hotel, the Eden, where slowly civilian clothes were beginning to replace the uniforms. Outside, in daylight hours, an elderly woman, who contrived, most ingeniously, to preserve an air of gentility in her threadbare clothing, shuffled up and down in worn-out shoes tapping the kind-hearted brasshats for largesse. Down the street was another beggar—a horrid sight—whohe prospect of Berlin loomed with infinite dreariness. To be in an island,tion by ignoring them and whose good nature was irrepressible, found the strain of " non-fratting " in theirTheon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
